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THE THREE CHUMS.
When | wus in callege 1 bad two very i

fesr trionds, Marsdm and Mastersn. |
We mirs always together, dospite the |

s suspect that Marsden himselfl was in
& precanocs state mestelly anybow. |
dresde! meeting bim, bot was nevertho-
loss ou band st the staticn on the arnival
of his truin—and what s shock it wus to
me when 1 : of

! - knifomcaker.

fact Hhat thers could hardly bave been
found anywhers in the world three men

: : saw me
whoms ieas o most salijocts so redically | abost my neck, snd

When he

differel  Perbaps & was the intellectual | forq on my sboulder cried like o child,

pleamze we domived from

smong cumelved, with an acrimouny only I

pramille ainoe g the fastent of friends, the | Arawing away.

pros and cons of every question that
came up thei was the bond of our unkon,

Whatover the bond was, we were cet-
tamiy tesepomble, and | think, oo that
It might 'n New Haven, when after
foar yeurs of most ntimate association
we partel, cach to walk alone his path
through life, there wore three very tear
stainasl pillows beneath our respective
Beads befure Morpheas laimed our alle
ghance. 1 know that | for one was com
pellad 1o changw mine, so saturated did
ft become with thos: salt evidences of a
stncers grief winch were copiously shed
Wy my eyes that nighe.

The pating between Marsdom and
Masiermon and mywll was geographicsl
ruther than spiritual. Marsden's lines
foll in the plessant places of Boston;
Mesterson s in thoss of Daltimore, and
mine in New York, Marslen studisd
wedicine, Mustereon bevieams s professor
of pmychology without » chair, and 1
drified through n pertod of misery oan
student of law into Lterary, sharp shoot-
fng; but theough it all we kept up a
these cornens) correspondence in which
the bopes ael foars of onr lives wero
froaly confides], with the result, ! think,
that we all ook a more cheerful view of
existence thas wonll otherwise have
Peeny possible. It was the perfect candor
of oor intereourse thut helped e What
1 did pot ks about Marsden [ foanklv
told him, and when 1 disapproved of
Mastirsm, Masterson was the first to
know 18, sl vice versa. [t washelpful;
it was delightfnl. We lived in & palace
of truth, which, alas! is no more,

Five or siz yuars was the durstion of
our et gimduats alliance, which was
broken by daath first, and then by that
whith is worse than death—madness;
and ¢t wll came abont through the too
close application of Marslen and Master

pom to their work, Marsden bad always | plied.  “Quite as

[
|

“Doti't take on so, Tom,* | said, giving
ki sn affectionate tap on the

as we think

of dissolution. | feel so faint now that
I beliove—I believe it is noarly all over.”

kim by the arm.

“Mrace up. my dear boy!™ I crial
“Dan’s make s swene here. Come. Get
into this cab and we'll nde down 0wy
rooms.

He was so Hmp by this time that 1
bundled him almost head over heols wto
s convenient hackney, and giving the
driver directions as to where to go [0l
Jowed and sat down beside him. He lsy
back against the cmshions, his eyes
closind, his lips quivering like a child's
unuler punishment. To an ordinary ob-
server it would have seemed as if Mars
den had taken too much strong drink—
to me, who knew that he did not drink,
his condition was unsccountable. Moved
wo both were by the imuminent death of
a dear friend, bot the emation of Mare
dea was out of all proportion to the aitu-
ation.

Suddenly he grasped me by the armu
and wat up stifily and growned.

“Ah!™ Lo sighed in a moment. *I
thoueht it wasall over then, By hesvens,
Hartly? he shonted as he tarned hie
eyes 1o me—ayes big, bulging and seem-
ingly full of some terriblo dread. “How
ean you =it there so numoved? How can
you—how ean you—how can you!"

His tone by this time had risento a
shriek, snd I became convinced that

Marsden end I conld not go on to Balti- |

more that night unless I was willing Lo
constitute myself the guardian of a ma-
min, ;

“I—1 am quwite as upsot, Tom," I re-
deoply grieved over

bean noted for his love of the mysterions | the possibility of Jack's death.”

snd morbid, In the old cullrga .llya it

“Den't speak of it—don't spesk of it™

userd to tronble Masterson and myself | po shoddered, cowering back into the
" | cortier of the cab and hiding lis face
of the depressing things of life Marsdon | with his hands.

pot a little to find how exceedingly fond

was—that i to say, be likel to hear and
talk about thvan. Ho liked to resd sto-
riow not only bordoring upon bmt plung-
ing into the nuddie of the sopernatural,
aned widle Masterson and [ were compil-

|
|

1

tng serapbooks of elippings showing how |

essily Yale crows defented Harvard

crows, and other matters of alma water- |

nal intercst, Marsden waas filling envel-
opes with horrors—atones of vamypdres,
tales of hallucination and other unnat-
wrml thingm,

While Masterson and | were reading
sach light and alry stories as *'Pelham”
and “Pendennin ™ with Herrick as our
fleal poet, Marsdm would devote his
bours of omtside reading to Hoffman,
Foo and Monk Lewis, and any versifier
whose sentiment smacked of malaria
eonld be hin poot for the time being. 1
think the only point om which Master.
son anud [ over really agreed was in
gard to Marsden's unhealthy passion for
the grutreqne, and wo were unranitting
In our efforta to bring hun down to the

“Hartly, 1 don’t believe youn wwder-
stand.” Lo ndded, gravely, after a minuis
or two of silence. ‘Do you understand

| that it means oblivien? Do you com-

prohend that it means absolute annikila-
tion, destrection, & blotting ont forever?
Do yon—do you realize that™

He fairly shook me with his grip on

| my arm as he gasped this out.

tenl sunaliny things of life, but I can- |

pot eay that we were ever sanguine of
the sowult of our «Yorta

It waa Marslon's horrible addiction to
puch muadlers thut bad Maesterson into the
stndy of psyohology and Marsdon hin-
sl into medic
hate grne at it in the oMy schantific
manner of Masterson | think be woulid

y, andd if Marsden would |

Bave beem all right, withough Mastersun |

eartied Din o Lnees 8 1"1{'1"" too far in
that he dil wot recognize the fact that
milede, ke e o, sprslily go o
plecen if not kept th ropmir. It was while
trving o comprebetd Massden's uind
that Mastoersen beonme iuterested]l in
mental scloooe, el it was Marsden's
pammion for the inmue that decided him
to become a phymcian, so that he might
comne inito sctial contact with those who
sulfrred the things of which he rend

Fach sucx ekl in remching his goal
Masterscn at the age of thirty fonnd

himsalf ap avonpted anthority on peyche-
Jogienl mattvra Marslm at twenty-nine
wan etively omneeted with the medical

stall of an myiam for the insane in Mas
s linsestn. and then the envd came. Mas-
toram & catudle hau! been burnesl at hath
ends. anl be was nigh anto desth, [vwas
the fiert *o e of 1), beeanss my dotiee
were nich that [ bad tern abile to viss
Miusterson ot Daltimors—wehich Marsden,
aerinug 1o bl mers o lem confined datien,
i { s was known

eottld not very well do, a
e Masterwn s family, who itnmediately

wired me of the precirions eomdition of
oy old friend  The telegrom | peeive]
.t-ﬁ.n;“’.-;: thee morning of s Septem-
"\' !l]’ andl [ terrmeeYiats rerented it
o Marselin fn Dot adlimg that it wae
D » domve New Yook for Ba

Gipwre that rught

T homrs lnter | peowdro] & messags
frears Marsdden saving: ©“Wait fur me. Ha
must net dis”

This wia mere or b= unseftling. To
walt for Moarwlon was the yory tlung 18
womnld plens
hitm Detng his messag "
e fompr words gruted -
Ther dil oot sammd caacely right

An Mamr laler @ wcomid t
gived froan Mamlden, which oo y
Mim(._-;[‘. gtow. For b ssaks walt
e et

A_P‘ o i wrnt als

4 uet b do. But o kave
vt with

v e

rhat

“No, 1do not,” I answered shortly. 1
beliowe, as you used to believe, in a God
in heaven, and 1 have not chauged, and
1 know that Masterson has no reason to
foar death. His sonl is the purest”——

“] st not shinking of Masterson,” he
eried, and then, his voico sinking into a
swhisper, he mmttered.  “I rofer to our-
selves, Wa shall vanish; we shall be
blotted ont. Mastersom's sonl is all
right, but ours—we have nosonls. With
ki« desth we are plunged into formless-
ness—we beoome zeros”

“My dear Marsden,” 1 eaid, trying
hard to comcesl my perturbation, for I
was now cunvineed that he was mad,
“my dear Tom, dom't tolk that wajy.
Keop quict. Al will go well. All”

“It cammot!™ he retortad, “if Jack Mas-
terson dien. 1 Jeck Mastorson dies we—
Hartly. do vou realize what you are,
what [ am? [ with all my hopes, all my
ambitions, my loves, my hates, every-
thing, am but o gment in the brain of
Juck Mastersonn. You ars the same, |
kmow. [ bave studied—] have seen.
When that mind ceases to work and
that imagination to fancy, you aad I,
John Hartly, cease to be!™

As Marsden spoke the cab stopped ot
my door and we entered the house, |
was simply appalled at the horror of
Marsden’s hallucination and at the new
responsibility for his welfsrs that had
remporanily devolved upon me, He was
wad; but how mad? Was it curablo or
not> [ feared. 1 felt that but one thing
was needed to apset his mind altogether,
and that wue Masterson's death. No:
had 1 any hopn that that was a blow to
bo averted.  What to do was the gues
tion, and my ovwn feelings were that an-
less that question were speedily solved
1 shonld my=lf stansd in wental peril,

We went to my apartments, and
choved under the door [ found a tele-
gram awasiting me.  To opon it was the
work of & moment, and then Marsden,
feoling that 18 wust be from Balttmore,
snatobed 1t from me and tried to read it,
but fortemately be could mot, his eves
weorn a0 fille]l with the tears of fear,

"Rend 181" ke eried, trembling with
exvitement Read 2t

1 took it and cesting my ayes ovar thoe
line kaw the annovincenwntd of the fatal
nation of Jocks Hllness “Jork

lerm

fior the vaperts say Lhat were be ever W0

bewr of M3 friond’s Jdecenss, 50 strongly

dowe be bekievs hlmse 1t a part of the dead

man's day dreams, the small remsinder

of L once mwmd would beuntarly

blotted cut,—H. W, Harlness in Fraos
-
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Q005 AND ENDS.

Rub soiled wall paper with ploces of
Beht bread
The father of the historian Rellin waa

The turning lathe was invented by T.
Blanchurd in 1548,
Marshal Suchet wus a silk winder's boy
and enlisted in the ranks,
Thrashing machines were invented by
Mengios, & Scotchman, in 1732,
An Exveiian seytho is reported tobave |
been discgvered in the Nile valley. !
The temperate man {s the groatest epi-
cure and the only true voluptunry, :
Girvat Britain has eighty miles of tan-
mel, thetr cost exceeding £6 500,000, !
Furaday produced a spark by separat- |
Ing a kesper from a maguet in 1581, |
With a man more money means more '
to vat:; with a wuman more (o wear, [
The output of the cigar factories at
Reading, 1a., last year was over 100,008,
[LETH
Plush is not used this season, but the
fancy for velvet may again bring it into
favor., !
New York has the greatest number of
newspapers, 1,088; Nevada the least,
| twenty-five. |
| Giray's telophone, an improvement on
Ruis', was brought to comparative per-
| fection in 1578,
|  English jndges of courts of assizes
and uisi pruis get $3.75 a day for their
services, time only being counted while |
they are on circuit. |
Says a pronounced flirt, *“The only man |
| who ever forestalled me in breakiog an
| engagenent was the one who professed
| to love ma the most.”
| The most cortain sign of wisdom is o
1, continfinl cheerfulness. Her stateis Hio
| that of things in the regions above the

| moom, always clear and serene.—Mon-
taigne.

Unecle Mose's Possnm Prayer.

Great consternation, followed by wild
laughter, was Zn innovation of the chapel
exercizes at the penitentiary not long
| agen. It wes occasioned by a possum
prayer from old Mose Allen, a South
Carolina negro with one leg, who wus
d of day. Chap-
lain opened the prayer meeting
aa usual, and prisoners followed briefly.
When all hends were bowed in reveérence
old Mose jumped at the opportunity and
deliverced the following prayer: |

“Dear beloved brudderin and sister'n, |

tar church dis yer beautiful Sabbot’ morn.
Ye all dunno that beautiful Thanksgiv-
ing day is near at han. On dat day sowe
folks will eat turkey, some eat chicken,
some ecat duck, somo eat lnmb and goane

dat good old poss.  Koch "im, bring "im
in, take all the ha'r of 'im, put im out
two nights and let 'im fros’. Bning ‘imin.
Parber! 'im. Stufl'imlike yo' would atur- |
key, an bas' im. Put'imindepan. Put!
sweeten taters gl ronnd dat poss. Put
‘im in de stove and shet dat stove doah.
Go away tinking abont Booregard, Jeff
Davis, Lincoln and Grant. Let ‘i stay
in ders awhile. Open dat stove doah.
O1" 'possy all turned brown and degravy |
drippin in de pan declar dat poss am
cooked. Bring dat poss ont'n dat stove,
put an on de table.  Don'tent im while
“o'n'ot, For Christ's sake, amen!"

Chaplain Dudley stood aghast at the
conclusion of the prayer. A momont
afterward the clapel re-ochoed the wild
and wicked shouts of the prisoners. For |
abuut five minutes cansternation reigned,
at the end of which time prayers wers
resued, with no fuorther expressions
from the colored brothren.—Colaumbug
Cor, Cleveland Leader.

Polsous in Toey Candles, |

The following letter on arsenical poi |
soning through gresn candles was con- |
tributed to The Times in March, 1880,
by Major Leadbetter, chief constable of
Denbighaliire:

A curious case camo under my notice
lutely which, I think, is of public valae.
A children's party and Christmas trvd
resulted in most of the little people and
many of the older ones being seized
with symptoms of mineral puisoning.
The fact of several who were present
who had not partaken of food or Bquid
of any kind bedng in the number of those
affected directed my sttention to the col-
ared candles on the tree,

These 1 had exomined by the county
rualyst, Mr. Lowe, of Chester, whos
report is to the ¢ffeot that the green can-
dles were culored with arsenical green
to the extent that every eight candles
wounld contain one grain of arsenjous
aohydrite. He further reports that the
red candles were colored with vermalion.
There i# ne doubi, therefors, that we
hava not further 1o seck for an explans
tion of the symptoms—a crowded room
with the stmesplero churged with a5
senieal amned ercurind fames flicientiy
acoounting for it. It ivondy fiir o state
that I lemrn the candles wore pot of Eng-
fish mavafacturs and were bought with
the tave,

Furylog an Nmpty Coffin.

Mol 3t 5 ¢'clock tiis afternoon,” it suyd A mest exteacsdinery occurrepen fa
Vmt 1 did not dare rend it Wond La) 4o rtid fromm Weexham, A child in-
“What dves it say™ gasped Marsdon e of the workbonse died the other
The daawer is over, and there is3 day nnd & coffin wan proacurcd, ss usual,
nees] of onr guing o Baltimors. ™ from the codtrmacting underiaker. I
Thank Godf® oried Marmien, fatling fue time s ooflin was conveyed  fron
iy hin hneow and then with a grosa siak | 'he workbouse 1o the vometory and P
ne tn n faunt to the flooy, nterred, & clerpriman of ¢ Charah o f
. - - - E ] - tnglann « {R 11 ~ » nl
Marmlon s otill eopnectad with rd ths body o e child wes disonos
ey lnm fa Massmchusetta, ho thinka s » - wOek { offir
crvsnlting phyacsan, tat as the world . The =
kwwm, am & pathnt, ad 11 bosr o i i s
turden of my deowit (o that hom . 1T sl !

might by conduciing the
¢f Two cureems of oup trisagie of Jov

P ET . T

Highest of all in Leavening Power.—Latest U. 5. Gov't Repert,

fnsmn npd Kie Fonml the folden Flirecs

Jav oyl wga I wsvaral p:‘\. 1
nemt mrt t known to the pulllic by
their real names His Ohristinn namge
was ially Jasom Gould, He dropped
the Jason and ook ap Jay becansa it
wad ore Faphonione  in hia maginey
Cirower {levaland dropged b= first nams
whish wras Stephem arul Whitelaw R
dropped his, which was James —New |
York Woerid

Tt la worth knowing that many of the
dirwetions ¢ adoning the hottsandd at
light expenss were writlen Ly people
wi'h more magicatica than cEamon
[t 8 ‘

1 t'ank de Lord for permittin me to kum - da

eat sheep. Bat ns niggers, we wouldlike ¥

Let va be cimed with, batere, Dot as they
Thes labar without el wtag lo¥
Hur unloved Iusves without jay,

Nur those whose bands and crude

Ciey
Tie oid brute passion to hust dvewn and siay,

bink,
lwnﬂh-&MMdﬂu
Kindiod 1

Lt us be with ber whally st all bours,

Witk the fund lever's 2est wlhe \s outitest
17 his war hears amd (f Lis oye but wees;
Bo shall we grow [ioe her s mold and bent,
Unr bodies sistely a8 hor Lrees,
Our thoughts ss sweet and sum, as her

flowers

=Archibald Lagpman ts Youlh's Coppanion.

TRIALS.
“] certainly will try the experiment,”

It wasn't & very eatisfactory survey.
I 2t1 not a handsome man. But there's
one advantage 1 possess that is worth all
the beauty in creation—Torguatus This-
tlodown, Eaq., president of the Thistle-
down Petrolemmn company, with
hundsomest yacht in the bay and money
enough to freight it with a golden cargo
Youth—beanty—what do they weigh in
the balanes against Torguatus Thistle-
down?

And 1 patted my pockets with a
chuckle that sounded like the chink of

doubloons!

“I'll do it!" I exclaimed aloud.

Bruce Hardenbrook glanced sleepily
up from hiz armchsir in the bay win-
dow and took his cigar out of his mouth.
Druce belongs to our elub—more's the
pity—a supercilious that looks
down on a fellow from the height of his
wix fect two, as if nobody under that size
had any business to exist.

“What's that you're going to do,
Thistledown? asked Brace.

“To be married,” 1 added slowly and
distinctly, “to Miss Fanry Gordon.”

Bruce started. [ had known very well

23F

| that that wonld disturb his serene self

. All the world was quite
aware that he was dangling after pretty
Fanny Gordbn—as if a clientless young
lawyver had any right to aspire to the
hund of the Joveliest girl in New York!

*Are you engaged to her, Mr, Thistle-
down? he asked.

“No—not exnctly engaged—thatis, not
as yet, but I mean to be. I shall consu't
Mr. Gordon this very afternoon—an old
friend of mine, Job Gordon. He'll refuse
me nothing."

Druce Hardenbrook made no reply.
He resumed his newspaper and tried to
lock indifferent, with remarkably bad
success.

So I put on my hat and strolled down

: to honest Job Gorden's counting room.

“Thistledown, how d'ye dof™ he cor-
dially said. *““What can I do for you to-

o %
',"A great deal, Mz, Gordon,” Irespond-
ed. “I am con ing matrimony. 1
am thinking of the Eir.

and—and—I would like the weight of
vour influence with your daunghter
anny. 1 adore Faony, sir—I worship
her—and I don't mind telling yon that it
is within her option st this moment to
become Mrs. Torquatus Thistledown!”

Mr. Gordon wrung my hand heartily,

“Torquatus,” he ejaculuted breath-
lesaly, you're a trump. My daughter,
Mrs. Petrolenm Company—no, I don't
mean that exactly—but—but I only hope
you aren't too late!™

“Too late!™ I gasped, making a clntch
at my yellow silk pocket handkerchief
and wiping the drops away from the
bald spot on the crown of my head.

“There wns a young fellow here this
very morning,” went on Mr. Gordon,
rumpling his hair with one hand ina
distracted manner, Yppon the self same
bosiness, and"—

“Not Eruce Hardenbrook?

“Yes, Bruce Hardenbrook—the very
person—and I told kimn to—I—I gave him

my sanction—and I've just sent up a | out where there's a breath of fresh air,
note to Faany desiring her to have no | gnd I'll explain things.”

hesitation in promptly accepting the gen- |

afternoon,”

Igave o feeble gasp and rubbed my | ghat | presented. '

nose.

“But,” added the old gentleman, with
a sudden inspiration, “1 didn't mention
any names, thank goodness, and 1 don't
gee, upon my word, why the note
shouldn't answer for yon just as well as
for Bruce Hardenbrook, if you only get

. there a little ahead of him.™

I jumped up and made a grasp at my

at.
“Conldu't—couldn’t you go with me™
“Impossible—I have two most im-
jortant appointments, but you won't

need me—the note paves the way, Good |

evoming, Torquatus, I wish you all pos- | ] g Hapdon brook

sille sucress!”

As | haitled the peoarest omnibus and
lenped in, the iron tongme of old Trinity
tolled 8 in deep bass momosyllables,
Perhape—perhaps I might yot be in time
—perhaps Bruce Hardenbrook might be
inet such a fool as to be idling away the
precious moments in that big ensy chair
at the clmbrooms, It was barely possi-
bi>, and my heart gave a bound at the
idea,

Fanny was at home, for as I rang the
boll 1 saw the Satter of her blue muslin
dress from the
opened npon the balcony—and the next
moment she ndmitted me horself —a tall,
beantiful girl. with bright browa hair
brosbed away froma low white fore-
head, and eves like shady wells of hghe

“Prar me, Mr. Thistledown, is it
really yon™ whie exclaimed coguettishly
adinsting » rose in her huir. “Exens
my opesiing tie door, the servants are
gome tu Michael Somebody’s wike and
I'm all alone.”

Not entirely alome, for a “momitor”

hat hung on the hall =tand — dark,
spenliless witness! My heart stood still?
At the gstnn moment § canght a plinmpss
of vy fece in the oval mirror above. 1t
o) t et e bevn ralder o ywre shin
g i 11 had teon olled mahogsny. Howe
[ & ‘,‘. K = 1If A TTOuN 4’1'- T twn
v Y sk | kerchiol snd Iwldls
L i Jiie
t s ] oxpectind arde
brook was thers, Imt ther, jndging by
bts srrenranes, ke had onle §ust arrivnd
Now wwa iy time.  Bat how waa a f=l-
low o tnke love with Bruca Harflen
1 k'a ) ritical eyea full em him,
andd the pmass) eneve of Wi lip varving
At oy vurd T soks?
-1 was thinking of asking yom,

Fanny™-

“Yoa Mr Thistislown. ™

But my crmrase faiiad me at this event-
fal instant

if you're murch tronbiad with mos-
gquitees fn thie netghbhorhood " —
Nt at all

Bru-e was Li~ching

Fremch windows that |

| tleman who would propose to her this | yy siairs into the gas lighted hall, mar-

' home at 10 o'clock and find my house

] uaawc htmn promptly,” faltered Fanny.
“But I didn't so

|

|
window

-1 knew be was. | sharge yom for j1."—Truth,

| round pretty lively. or we'll know the

but Tacorned to lock th him, TSI AT A SONNEY OF MICHAEL
{vﬂlh-‘.u&.th 2 fire. i
5 | 10 be trified with thus® Noves!  Now hath my ke acroms o stormy
h:m.’l_d.m.“l-,! :wu-' “:.8:““::“’
But she jumped up with an agouized = Of A evil for cherpiey.
listle screamn. Ny 1 wnll how they fond plasussy
“Hush! % thet & med’s in Witk meds my soul the worshijer und
the basement hall* | s sure | beard it. |

to the company of burglars and sl
e _blt lem‘:!mln —Symond’s "Life of Michael Angelo™
“Don't be sfraid, Fanny,” ssid I, \
catching up the cass . A WESTEm SNRY.
making for the lower part of the house
with that weapon of “Come  Oh, the dreariness of the prairie! How
on, Hardenbrook make 'em stir vast it was; never ending it seemed |

]

Clare, as she stood in the doorway
their adobe cottage and gazed sadly
toward the northwest, where a herd
" sheep could be seen.

reason why!™
Hardenbrook fullowed, rather contrary
to my expectations; | had bhalf feared
his remaiuing behind to comfort the
frightened dove in the blue muslin feath-

f.l_rw

“How can they live on the dry grass,
ers, and how can Charlie even pretead to like
“You look in the kitchen, Thistledown, | it, the horrible, lonely life in such deso-

and I'll examine the cellar,” he said, and
I promptly obeyed. 1 looked under the
dresser. behind the tables, even beneath
the great brass kettle in the corner. but |
there was no barglar there.

“It must have been the cat, Harden-

I gave the handle of the door an ener- | fire.
getic turn—it was fast locked! *] wonder why baby's cheeks are so

And now the truth began to dawn | red; can ho be serioasly i1l Paps won't
be in until evening, darling; mamms
will do the best she can.™

Charlie Dean wondered why no wife
hoarse—in vain I rattled the was visible as he approached home;
door; nothing but the echo rewarded my wondered more why no smoke imsned
efforts. Nor was the scene of my invol- | from the chimney, as was usual ut sup-
untary confinement particnlarly invit- per time. Had anyshing happened, he
ing. It was dark, close, and intensely Wondered, hastening his naturally slow
hot—a circumstance easily accounted Steps.

for by the fact of & white hot fire glow- | The scene that met Lis gase as he en-
ing away in the range and no particular tored bis home was oue never to be for-
circulation except that of Croton bugs gotten.

In vain I shouted until my lungs were
relantless

I gnashed my teeth :dnp-untlwla]

¢o! -of frying pans in despair.
}w,:,.“ wmwmmmjwm-h&hhmm father under-
more, shouting at the top of my lungs, stood.

but all to no avail. I kicked at the walls  “‘Clare! Clare!” he cried brokenly.

—1I beat a tattoo on the brass kettle with.| ‘‘Baby—oh, my loved enca!™

Then Clare openad her eyesand per-

heard from the great dungeon of the Bas- | dle—a cradle he
tille. And then I remembered the proba- Wooden box.
ble that affsirs were taking up | In & voice he scarcely recognized she
stairs and uttered a bhollow groan. '[uid:

“qf mlfutouto!thhlu-ym b;mh?dlh?hm“

» ’ you me?
T L
the time 3 moment BE ., 1 mean.
e an hour, and I heard the Imnever expected this! The ranch is no

kitchen clock strike 8,  and lonelier than hundreds of others. Inever

keen sensation of despair at | S
every time. Mlmmpd?Wu! “No, but you have had to think now.
1 doomed to be roasted alive? |H.odiud-nimnp.'1mumm
At the monotony of silence was | him to seek you—it did not matter after
relieved by the sound of | that. Il never forgive you for bringing
down the marrow airs, end Job Gor- me ont to this”
don’s voice exclain a: i “Clare! You knew [ owned the ranch.
“Mary — Hannsh — Kathleen — where | You knew I was poor.”
the mischief are you all? What's the | “Inever gueseed what it wonld be, es-
kitchen door locked for? TI'Il discharge in a case like this " to
every skin of you, or—hello!—thieves!— | her child. “IXttle realized what it was
murder *—police!” to.be a w:unnn.". £ - .
And honest Job fired his revolver aim- Tt e el e anld, "l
Anyway, I'll find other friends.”
Andhodid.h:nmdthom
unatus Thistledown!" {of aboy in w cmhuhﬁthahqu
q"‘l‘hiaﬁedown in my kitchen! 1don't &nd went off almost daily to a little |
believe a word of it! Police, Lsay!® | town, a pleasant ride for him of only £f- |
“But it is I, and Pmnearly dead. Stop teen miles. When there, his place of |
vour hawling and listen to reason,” 1 lounging can be easily guessed,
said rather vindictively, for the slender | “It's Clare’s doings,” he mused; “wo- I
thread of my patience was rapidly dimin- | e like to send men to the doge.”
ishing down to nothing at all. *‘Let me | If Clare saw anything more than nsual
she remained silent. Sometimes when !
+ he came home almost too stupid to talk i
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:

old tleman led he caught o glimpse of comtempt in the |
s o e e oo cold eyes of his wife, Her s was l
veling much st the wilted appearance [airly maddening.

“Why don’t she howl and storm like |
other women? he muttered. *“'She never |
even wept over the baby. I'd give a |
to see kor cry just onoe.” .

T&ie summer had gone and winter liand
come; as nsnal on Saturday morning,
Charlio bad ridden awsy in the direction
of the town without a word of farewell

“Two years ago,” said Clare bitterly,

“Now, then, will you be good enough
to tell me what all this isabont? 1come

open and empty. I go down into my
kitchen and find the president of the
Thistladown Petroleum company mured
up among the pots and puns! Am |

i
|
|
!
asloep and dreaming. or have 1 been be- i

reft of his senses?’ "hc.umghtmeinthntcmybonoofmy
“First,” | interrupted, “where are “"0t. with its soft carpete, its loving
Hardenbrook and Fanny? friends, and he persuadod me to marry
“Where? How shonid I know? An- Dim and come out to this dreary place,
| other mystery, I presiume.” where be has even forgottem to be hu-

-

mane, ,
Then glancing toward the northwest
eho saw & mass of clouds Iying, a thoeat- |
euing aspeet growing over all the sky.

“There's a storm coming and I'm glad. |

“No mystery at all, sir,” said a well

quietly up the front steps and into the
hall, with Fanny leaning on his arm, the
pomegranate chocks a shade redder thau
ever, and the bright hair glistening
around her face; “here we both are”

“And where have you been?”

“Only to e married, sir!”

“Married?" g+l L

“Marrisd? « Cuoed Mr. Gordon,

“Yom told me in your note, paps, to

disd of fright. 1 have folt sometitmes
even a bear coming in st the door would
bo a change,” and Clare smiled eadly as |
the masses of black clouds increassd snd
the wind tore around the little mud

pOss ¥OU were KOINE  nch with frightful viclence. .
.

to be as prompt ns all this," said the dis-

 comfited papa. . 1 B . . » l
I remained to hear no more.  What de- “Don't detain me, bovs. 1 mnst go
fouted gemeral care= to li and survey  home!™

the scenes of his rout and discomfiture?
Turuing n deaf ear 1o Gordon's spologies
and entreaticn—Yesisting Bruee's Liyvpe
critical condolenes and Fanny's melting
oves, where langhier and ocompaasion
blended into bewitching lights—1 put on
my hat snd shook the dust of that man-
gion off my feot al ones and forever

And that was my last courtshijp -~ Paf.
falo Nows

Arifal Dedging.

Rilleon —Hello, Jimson! 've caught
yvou at Inst. ['ve been trying for thres
weeks to get hold of yom, =0 as 1o pay
yeny that ten doflara 1 ows yom, bul
every time yon enillilenly disagpearsd

You'd be desd in less than an honr. Take
things coclly, Charlie. Why, it's the
first time [ ever saw you snxious. Your
wife's all right; being snowed in a few
dayn don't surprise folks in these parts.”

" But-—she's—ont—of —flour, she made
hiseuits this morning, sad thers was
only enough—and she"—

“Oh, ho, she's pot viber things, troet »
woman for thet. thera's canned frsil.
drisd corn, there's boapa and—no darger

¢ ber ruffering, Anyvay yom can't help
brr: an wrmy condd not foree its way
uver those miles”

Jimeon —ER' Have vou been wanting G forpive me™ thoapht Chatlie
10 sen s for that? Thenry, his fars in hie hasds “and Gl
o conTw bedp ber, for 1 kmow how grecions Eitls
Girenl enaksa’ T thonght yom wantsd  tho minel]l house containe.  1've weon hor

to borrow mon New York Woeekly, bnnting rmong the voads for sometidny

the =it pork and

o 1o heip om

The Kind Ms Wanted, bread I Fnow how sw's trid to ook
Trata Notghbor—1 dom't like that Leass  soncthing we could sat when 1 bromgit
band sun {ellows have st going pext her Lhome almest nothing. e Ay
dewir Lo T Y avr et hing for dinner—after that—
Lealer—Oh, dom't you?! Well, perbaps  Oh, heavens, hove, T minst po home!™ he
3 1 141l mve what Wod of & Yand v cried alomd

woald like? You'll mot go & querter of & mlle b
Irnte Neighbhor — A Aisban]. that's fore vru7] be dead, and then your vife
what. —Dietroit Free Press will b nio tirlp from you, snd by snd
- by the sapene of burying yon—4if e

ot to Be Joked With wilves don't find yon, ™

“NSou pive me & prne’ ani] Gargorie
to the man who came 1o put in & broken

Yuch n storm had wd teen knoen for
yroce even in that erontry whees fright.
ful g orgen wers commen

Fomr Ager Proes the téme Chaslie Tiensy
bt et botos be uw iy apd prrsetegly

Not mach | Ja." regllied the man. “1

“lrupossible in such a storm ae this, :

b Tmised the L
tored.

Bhuded E
potlouy =t ' e
' vame conscsons of the cold besrth, the
- wwiul slenoe 20d that the little Louse
wos empty. B Al pot ovem bold o

mm-ﬂﬂ““l
Cchawr snd gered sbout b blankly,
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time into s wild galop, as if the plaver's
woere runmng awsy with ber,

g’.
:
i
;
:

his hat buck slightly and looked fall and
straight into the eves of his wife.

ine .

the cosy parlor still clinging to ber hand,

“I want to know how you got away from

the ranch duting that avful storm.”
Clare fimebed, Lut answered unbesitat-

hgfnsamvl walker, 1 felt no fear
of the storm. You kad left me almost
uothing to est, nud 1 really thonght 1
shonld lose oy wind if 1 ramained there

many move days ull
1 took the lttle money I still pos
sessad and ‘imdhrmdﬂ.
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“Oh, yes, and whorever you go Pl try
to make that home happy ™

Thie greatest worm destroysr on sarth
* Dulam's Gresal Gerwan Worm Loz

ruges, only 35 esnta per box.  For
a:l.o wt 2, k &t-lm_uf‘l_&m
Fuy Dulinm’e Grent German 15 osat

Liver Filis, furty m sanh package, st
Beribper's.

Duy uolism's Gremt cmﬁ}u o onnt
Cgogh Lure st I, C. Serboers
Buy Duliase's Great Grresn 15 oent

Liver Pilia, forty w each package, st
tenbnera

¥uy Duliem's Grest German 25 cent
Congh Cure st . C. !rnbm_v'o.
Par Dullam’s Grest German 16 oen

Liver Filis, forty o esch package, si
renbtoess

Puy Dolism's Gresl sermas 25 ool
Cougt Uure st . C Sorjmers
Peckhams (ronp  Bemedy cures
®hooling seinlx
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